Enforced Retreat
in bed for two reasons. First of all, to keep in close
contact with the life and problems of my comrades,
and, also, to earn the cost of my cure. Luckily enough
I was by then known abroad and could write articles
for foreign magazines, many of them for Swiss publica-
tions. Together with my work for the German
newspapers and periodicals I managed to get along.
The idea of being excluded from active life for an
unlimited period of time at first seemed appalling to
me. How grateful did I soon become ! After such
an extremely tense life as I had led in the immediate
past, it was good and even necessary to have an
opportunity for meditation and a calm survey of the
past. Most of the time I was alone with my books
and my documents. My bed stood on the veranda,
the view open to the snow-crowned mountains glittering
in the strong rays of a shining sun. The scenery was
grandiose. The quiet was emphasized by the har-
monious sound of the cowbells on the Alpine pastures
and by the plodding of horses when snow, several feet
high, had covered all the roads.
From time to time Mo or Hanna would come to
see me. Both, former patients at Davos, were now
established citizens of the place. Mo, a very able
lawyer, a tall, handsome chap looking like Hercules,
had been sick for years and had done most of his study-
ing in bed. He was a well-educated Socialist, eager
to exchange ideas and experiences. Hanna, his wife,
had gone through a similar period of suffering and
become a highly refined person. She was still of
delicate appearance but was courageous and had a
fine sense of humour. Comradeship between us
developed into a warm friendship. They were natur-